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What is the difference between; 


‘T like you’ and ‘T love you?’ 


Beautifully answered by Buddha: 


“When you like a flower, you just pluck it. 
But, when you love a flower, you water it daily. 


One who understands this, understands life...” 


CHAPTER ONE 


| AS THE FLOWER GROWS | 


When you love a flower, 

You water it and let it grow. 

You give it love and cherish it, 

As it’s beauty begins to unfold. 

You watch as it spreads out it’s leaves, 
The leaves that shows passion and care. 
You watch as the petals bloom, 

The colorful petals that shows it’s beauty. 
Through the sun and rains, 

Your effort and consistency, 

The love and patience you give it, 

It blooms and shows it’s inner beauty. 
It’s fragrance, pleasingly sweet. 

Firm and well built, confident. 
Courageous, you can feel it’s spirit. 


It’s ability to grow more than what you anticipated. 


CHAPTER TWO 


| BEAUTY OF A FLOWER | 


Like sunrise, she brightened my days. 

She shined as the sun beamed on her. 

I was left smiling every time, 

As I watched her blossom. 

I could see her magic, 

I could feel the passion as her roots hit the ground, 
I could see love’s beauty, 

Surrounding her all around. 

I began to see her beauty, 

I saw more than what everybody else saw. 

She felt a sense of meaning and purpose, 

I saw happiness and self-acceptance. 

Watching her bloom into a flower she always wanted to be, 
She grew a stem and a backbone. 

Detached her roots from the main tree. 


Bore her own fruits. She felt wild and free. 


CHAPTER THREE 


| A BIT OF MY SOUL | 


I never planted a lot of flowers, 

I had faith that when she blossoms, 

She would only be mine. 

But instead, I was wrong. 

Everyone had a piece of her, 

She brought smiles to their faces. 

Inside every bit of her, 

Were pieces of my soul. 

She was broken, without a soul. 

So I gave her mine to make her feel whole. 
I'd never given anyone that much, 

And I wondered if I gave her enough. 

To prove that she was enough, 

Accepting the good she had done, 

I gave her every piece my soul had grown. 


I failed to notice what she really wanted. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


| FREEDOM OF GROWTH | 


She wanted to be free. 

She felt obligated to me. 

Selfishly, I couldn’t grand her wish. 

I wasn’t ready to let her go. 

She was in a hurry to show off her fruits to the world. 
And I was protecting her, she wasn’t yet matured. 
But she felt restricted, she left. 

I thought I knew what was good for her, but I didn’t. 
I wanted to build with her, grow with her. 

I never wanted to pass time, 

I saw potential in her, 

And that was the goal. 

I fell in love with her, 

But she fell in love with the sun. 

I made her grow, but it made her glow, 


And there was a big difference. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


| WHO SHE BELIEVED? | 


I believed in her, 

Especially when she didn’t believe in herself. 
When she never had any answers, 

I gave her my shoulder. 

I showed her how I will never leave her side, 
We had problems, but I tried. 

I showed her that she needed to believe in herself. 
I thought I gave her hope. 

I wrapped my words all around her. 

She turned into poetry. 

She was art, I never got tired of looking at her. 
I saw my forever with her. 

I believed in us, 

I believed in our love, 

I believed in what we were building, 


But that wasn’t enough. 


CHAPTER SIX 


| LACKING THE ESSENTIALS | 


I was afraid of losing her, 

Afraid I was losing something good. 
But it broke me when she left. 

But I gained something better. 

She wanted someone to hold her, 
To love her, in a different way. 

She wanted someone better, 

Better than I was towards her. 

And she found all that and more. 
For a moment it felt real, 

Until he ate her fruits, 

Deprived her of the basic minerals. 
Uprooted some of her roots, 

Peeled off part of her skin, 

She dried up and some of her leaves feel off. 


She was left, barely breathing. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


| RESISTING CHANGE | 


Others passed through, 

She stayed longer than I thought. 

So I assumed right away that she was here to stay, 
And she was, but not with me. 

She knew I would never pick her up, 

So she picked herself up. 

With time she became a flower that I knew, 

But not the one I cared for. 

I wrote her pieces when she was falling into pieces. 
I held her when she felt like drowning. 

I loved her even when she felt like a mess. 

I trusted her when she felt like doubting. 

But this time I was done. 

The effort exerted was proportional to the input infused into the flower, 
But like an inertia, she lacked interest. 


That explains why she forgot about me so easily. 


CONCLUSIONS. 


"You can search the world over, but you won't find happiness until you realize that 
happiness isn’t getting what you want. It’s being content with what you already have." 


— Yasmin Mogahed. 


In an era where time moves so fast, information is disseminated easily 
and instantly. Engrossed in the modern technology, youths find it hard to 
stay faithful or stick to one partner. Divorce cases are on the rise with 
every passing moment. 


We can barely hold onto whatever it is that is in our hands, because we 
are busy looking at what the next person has. We are running, when we 
do not know what we are running for or running from. 


We are jealous of other people's success that we let our hearts be 
troubled, going out of our ways just to hurt people. Causing ourselves 
pain, from the poor and not well thought choices. A lot of things can 
change, I hope we don't realize before it's too late. 


If only we can be content, then we will be genuinely happy. 


